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Sſiſt, afſiſt ! You mighty Sons of Art, 
In pleaſing Notes your wondrous Skill impart 3 
Ta - Let Muſick in its gayeſt dreſs appear, | 
3 x To crown this day the Queen of all the Year + 
: ; And may the F&lebrated Day, 
Thoſe Honours Which it takes x 
*IDbA | Thus let them 4. 0 
my ro—_—— And gratefully beſtow a mutual 'Fame. 
Let ev'ry Voice conſpire to raiſe 
Theirs, and bright Cecil:a's Praiſe 5 
Let the glad Winds diffuſe around 
The Sympathiſing Sound 3 
Whilſt from the Strings the ſpritely Notes ſtart forth, 
And cloath themſelves in Air from whence they firſt took Birth. 


And thou, bleſt Saint, from Heav'n our Breaſt inſpire, 
(Where thou reign'ſt Miſtreſs of the Quire) 

Where you your ſacred Art improve 
To ſing your Maker's Pow'r and Love. 
With eager Joy indulge his Praiſe ; 

In various Sounds his various Wonders trace. 
Some Moments from your Trinumphs ſpare, 
A while your joyful Notes fotbear, 

A while your pleaſing Task forego, 

To caſt a Look on us thy Sons below. 

Attend, Attend our Harmony, ; 
And liſtento our Songs, as Angels-did to thee; 


What mighty Joys from Muſick flow! - 
x Muſick the greateſt good we Mottals know, 
: By which we taſte of Heav'n below. 


In 


(2) 


In vain our Paſſions hotly move, 
It checks their Heat, and meltsthem into Love. 
In Vain, we labour to indulge our Grief, 
The ſpritely Violin affords a kind Relief. 


From Muſick s Pow'r the World began, 
It ſtill erflaves, the World's great Maſter, Man. 


*Why ſhould we thenit's vaſt Antiquity diſgrace, . 
* Call Jabal Anthor of our Race ? 
© A nobler Lineage weſhould claim: 
* From Heav'n alone the Godlike Off-ſpring came. 


* Ere Chaos firſt this beauteous frame diſclos'd, 
 * And Nature ftruggled with the Load, 
* The Particles confus d and heavy lay. 
* Nor thro the gloomy Maſs could force their feeble way. 
* But when the Voice deſcending from above 
* Commanded the dull Lump to move, 
I * The Lump, tho almoſt dead, 
*Rear'd up its chearful Head ; 
© Th' armonious Voice infpir'd a new born Soul, 
Enliv en'd by its Sound the nimble Atoms rowl. 


Tho the fierce Hero callsto Arms, 
And warlike Heat his reſtleſs Mind alarms, 
The Flutes ſoft Voice will ſoon controul 


The raging Paſſions of his Soul - . 
Lull'd to a calm and gentle Peacc 


The threatning Storm will ceaſe : 
© The pleaſing Voice inſpires 
© Languiſhing thoughts and kind deſires, 
* Whilſt baffled from his Breaſt the angry God retires. 


The trembling Slave, tho pale with Fears, 
When the loud Trumpet's Voice he hears 
Feels a ſtrange Fire his Soul invade, : 
Colleds his new-born Courage to his Aid. 

The warlike Notes impart 
Strength to his Limbs, and Boldneſs to his Heart. 
* Dauntleſs to fight he goes, 


© Stalks thro the Field, and ſwells to meet his Foes: 


Grand Chorus. 


. Then let all join :- Your Souls and Voices raiſe | 
"Tis Harmony alone that Harmony can praiſe. 
May, like your Joys, your Lays be ful and great, 
Our Heav'nly Art with Heavnly Notes to treat. 
T:l wond'ring Angels jealous grow, 
And find —__ Heavnbelow. 


FINIS. 


